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dare to produce the old type of edition now, while your text
stands there to reproach them. It means a permanent improve-
ment in Shakespeares.

Now for the woman.  Ouf. [50 lines omitted'}

385:   TO ROBERT GRAVES
5.5.29                                                                   Cattewater, Plymouth
Dear R.G., Forgive the typing. It is a new machine, on which
I am to be efficient tomorrow: this is Sunday, and I'm taking my
rawness off on it, by typing a dozen private letters, before tackling
any R.A.F. stuff, [omission] Honestly, R.G., hasn't the scale of your
judgement been out, lately? It is not my business, and I cherish
my own freedom to do as I like too much to dream of interfering:
but you have been so drastic in your condemnations of ordinary
people, of late, that I've been afraid to stay near you. You see, I
know by the best of all proof (contiguity with ordinary men in
barracks) how ordinary I am; and because ordinariness is not
wholly a flattering feeling, I have been led to look for my own
likes in ordinary people: and from that I have grown to see the
ordinariness in nearly everyone. But whereas that makes you
rage and condemn, it makes me feel akin and friendly. I like your
stuff, because so often you seem to me to say clearly something
that all our generation is trying to say. There is no monopoly of
feeling: lots of people are feeling like you: but only an occasional
man can say it decently. It is a great thing to have the power of
words: but it does not make one man different from another in
kind, as something thatL.R.1 said when we last met half-implied,
God Almighty, what a sermon when you are down with an
abscess (that is rotten, but cures itself) and unhappy and do not
want to ramble about inside the meaning of life. It is raining
here, has been raining dismally since last night. I have done a
Church parade, and the Hut is full of wireless and gramophone
music (by the way, I never thanked you for the new Sophy, * which
added a new horror to life for weeks. Sophy is always a battle-
ground, like all things vitally vigorous. The Hut is divided into
1 Laura Riding.          * Sophie Tucker.